SOME LETTERS OF
To Mrs. C. H. Toy
CHICAGO, March 2, 1901. DEAR MRS. TOY:
. . . Life here is as ever. More different kinds of a mistake and an affliction than you can dream — you there in that gentle elegiac Cambridge. Not that I would give up my journey through the realms of woe; I am learning a lot down here, and each descending circle of the lamentable pit makes me surer that I did well to come. But ah, I long for a Virgil to comment and illuminate the thing now and then! Even Dante had to be personally conducted through hell, and I guess he was right smart more of a hero than what I be. It's melting outside today, and the sun is doing a South Halstead street bunco game on a confiding world. Here is a poem inspired by my last attempt to wade the street:
Gutters sing. Is it spring? Does old Winter Now beginter Quit? Nit! 138 a letter, but it would be a pleasant fiction and a graceful act for you to consider it so, and write me one.
